TheHiJlorie of 

The very bottomeand thefouleofhope. 

The very lift, the very vtmoft bound 
Qfal our fortunes, 

< Z)00g,baith,and fo we fhould. 

Where now remainesafwectrcuerfion. 

We may boldly fpend vponche hopesofwhatt’isto 
A comfort of retirement Jiues in this. 

Hot, A randeous,ahome to fly vnto. 

If that the Diuelland mifehance Jookebi g 
Vpon themaiden-head of our affaires. 

W or. But yet 1 would your father had been here: 
The quality and ha ire of our attempt 
Brookes no diuifion, it will bejthought 
By fome,thatknow not why heis away, 

T hat wifdome,loyalty,and meerediflike 
Ofour proceedings,kept the Earle from hence. 
Andthinke.how fuch an apprehenfion 
Jvlay turne thetideoffearefull faff ion. 

And breed a kindeof queftionin our caufei 
For,welyou know, we oftheoffringfide, 

Muft keepe aloofe from ftriffarbittrement, 
Andftop ail fight-holes,eueryloope,from whence^ 
The eye ofreafon may prie in vpon vs. 

This abfenceofyour fathers drawesa curtaine, 

1 hat Ihewes the ignorant,* kind offearc 
Before not dreamtof, 

Hot.Y ou ftrainetoofar, 

1 rather of his abfence make this vfe, 

It lends a luftreandmore great oppinion, 

A larger dare toyour great enterprize, 

Thenifthe Earle Were here:for men muft think,. 

If we without his helpe can make a head . 
Topufhagainfta kingdome,with his helpe 
We ihall or turne it,topfie turuy downe,. 

Yet al goes well.y ct al our iontes are whole . 

Doug. As heart can thinke,thereisnot fuch a word 
Spokeofm Scotland, as this tcarme offeare 
Enter Sir Ri, Vernon. 


Henry the fourth* 

jj. t My coofin Vernon, welcome by my foule, 

Ver PravGodmynewesbc worth avvelcome,Lord. 

The Earle ofWeftmcrland/euen thoufand ftrong, 

lsmarching hitherwards, withPrincelohn, 

Hof.Noharmcwhat more? 

^ r ’ And further l-haue learnd, 

The King himfelfe in perfon hath fet forth, 

Or hitherwardcs intendedfpeedily. 

With fhongand mighty preparation, 

Hof* He ihall be welcome too:where jshis fonne, 

The nimble footed madcap. Prince of Wales? 

And his Cumrades,that daft the world afide, 

Andbiditpafle? ' 

Vcr, Allfurnifht,all in Armes: 

All plumde like Eftridges,that with the winde 
Baited like Eagles hauinglately bath’ d. 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

Asful oflpiritasthemonthofMay, 

And gorgeous as the funne at Midfomer, 

Wanton -asyouthfullgoateSjWilde as yong buls: 

Ifaw yong Harry withhisbeueron, 

His cufhes on his thighes, gallantly armde. 

Rife from the ground like feathered Mercury, 

' And vaulted with fuch eafe into his fey te, 

As if an an gell dropt downe from the cloudes. 

To turne and wind a fiery Pegafus, 

And witch the world with noble horfemanfhip , 

Hot. No more, no more,wors than the fun in March , 

This praile doth nourifh agues, let them come, 

They com like facrifices in their trim, 

And to the firc=eydmaide of (moky war, 

All hot and bleeding will we offer them: 

The mailed Mars Ihall on his alter fit 
Vp to the eares in bloud J am onfire 
To hcare this rich reprizall is fo nigh. 

And yet not ours:Come,lct me take my liorfe, 

Who is to beare me like a thunderbolt, 

Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales, 

H 2 Harry 




